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interested in it no more than he is frightened of death,
'I am looking/ he says, 'for a race of men who are not
afraid of death/ For himself, he believes that the spark
which is in him will return at death to the main stream of
life, and so help to 'renew the battalions of the future.'
It is fitting to draw to a close on this note of a Bernard
Shaw who is seriously optimistic, who declines to abandon
hope for man, and whose spear refuses to be broken. For
such a Bernard Shaw is the real Bernard Shaw. When a
twilight of apathy has settled on the minds of men, when
brute force again threatens all the world, when disillusion
makes u!s ask bitterly how many more times the war to
end war has to be fought, and when men fail to hang their
heads in shame at the diabolical mess they are handing on
to their children and dare call civilization, it is small wonder
that those children ask sceptically whether life is worth
living except on the most self-indulgent terms. ' What of
life?' this generation cries out in cynical disdain. There is
neither disdain nor cynicism in the unfaltering voice of
this ancient whitebeard, Bernard Shafr, as he answers:
'Everything!'
Beside this dogged insistence on hope, this obstinate
optimism, this holding up of the heavens even while they
seem to fall, all else about Bernard Shaw dwindles into
unimportance. His hundred and one interests might be
mentioned, but all belong more properly to the ephemeral
and incidental part of a man's life, and with that we are not
especially concerned. Thus mention might be made of
Bernard Shaw's love of swimming; or his interest in boxing;
or his leaning towards the mystical philosophy of strength
culture professed by the ex-champion wrestler George
Hackenschmidt; or how, being in a sufficiency of funds,
he declined the money, a sum of ^8,000 odd, when awarded
the Nobel Prize for Literature (Nobel, by the way, was the
inventor of dynamite); or how at one time certain trades-
men used to make more money by selling the neat spidery
signature on Shaw's weekly cheques than by cashing them
in the ordinary way, and how Shaw could stop the practice
only by paying for his vegetables and groceries in cash; or
how the Royalist Society of the U.S.A. once voted him